TALES OF DESTINT

" And even as we gazed the flames burst through the
Voof beneath her feet, and the clouds of smoke almost
hid her from view.

" There was no sign of Sheikh Ahmed, and I was
greatly perturbed. What had happened to him ? Why
did he not appear on the roof? From their coun-
tenances I could see that the spectators were still
unconvinced of the presence of the man.
" Baji Lai up to this time had remained passive, his
head bowed as if in helpless acknowledgement of the
power of destiny. But at my call he cast his eyes
upward with the others, and, beholding the form of
his wife through the eddying smoke wreaths, he
broke out in loud and passionate appeal.
" ' Chunda Das, friends, neighbours, do not let her
burn. She is innocent of any crime. Do not let her
perish. Chunda Das, cut my bonds, that I may save
her or die with her/

" I was about to sever the thongs that confined his
wrists and ankles, when the patel laid a detaining
hand on my shoulder.

" ' Not so fast, not so fast, if you please. We have not
yet seen Sheikh Ahmed, and Baji Lai is still con-
demned to die/

" I flashed an indignant look at tfee relentless man,
but a cry of' There he is, there he is/ broke from the
mob. And, sure enough, through the clouds of smoke,
could be seen the figure of the rescuer, crouching
low as he cautiously crept along the roof, with a hand
on the parapet to guide his movements. With bated
breath we watched as he neared the fainting woman,